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To the Rr HonouRanle | 
7 0 H N, N 
LORD HINTOEAS 
My Lok D, | 
S I had the Honour to receive Part of my © 
Education in the ſame School with your || 
Lordſhip; fo I hope you will indulge me in 
the ratification of an Ambition JU 
azo entertain'd of publiſhing the following Per- 
formance with your Name prefixed to it. I 
1 am ſure, my Lord, I ſhall not incur the Impu- 
tation of Flattery if I 10 you are too ell acquainted 
with the Charatter and Iritines of Homer to ſtand | 
in Need of any Information from me concerning them; 
and I do not queſtion but you have read the Original | 
with wore Pleaſure than the Tranſlation can pf» 
| ly ite 50%, | 
Therefore only be Lene to congratulate your 
Ap upon the (Diftinttion which bath Litely 
been beton you by His Majolly ; and 1hat your Aon 
Way deſerve the Contiunance of the Royal Favour is 
tbe boneft and bearty Wiſh of, 
My Lord, 
Your Lordſbip's moſt obedient 
Humble Servant, 


H. Prices, 


Names 
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FROGS 


Borborocætes. 
Calaminthlus. 


Crambopha gus. 


ides. 


Crauga 


Hydromeduſa, 
Hypſiboas, 
Limniſius, 
Limnocharis. 
Polous. 
Polion. 
Polobates. 
Poluſius 0 
Prallæus. 
—— 
Volyphonus, 
Praſlophagus. 
Sentlæ Us. 


Hydrocharis. 


Of the 


MICE. 


Artepibulus. 
Artophagus. 


. Cniſſodioctes. 
Embaſichytros. 


Lichenor, 
Lichopinax. 
I. ichomy le, 
Moridarpax, 
Pternotroctes. 


Pternoglyphus, 


I'ternophagus. 
Dülcharpax. 
ditophagus. 
'l'roxartes, 
'l'yroglyphus, 


'I roglodytes. 
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6 OR THER 


BATTLE of the Frogs and Mice, | 


| Ma the Nine from Helicon inſpire 
II My kindling Breaſt with their celeſtial Fire; 

8 I While to the World I write of War, and ſing 

What endleſt Labours from Contention ſprings 

What mov'd the Alles (undaunted as the Pow're 

That ſeab'd the Heav'ns, and ſhook their loſty Tow'rs) 

To fill the frighted Pields with loud Alarms, 

And dare the croaking Race to Deeds of Arms. 


It chanc'd a Mouſe, whom Puſs had cloſe purſu'dy 
Near the green Margin of a River ſtood, 
And careleſs now of ev'ry Danger, ſought 
To cool his Thirſt with a refreſhing Draught z 

When fam'd Phyſgnathu; the Wand'rer ſpy'd, 
ud to him ſudden from the Waters cry d ; 
A 


7 BATR ACHOMUOMACHITA: 
Say, Who art thou? What Buſineſs brought thee here: 


Tell whence thou cam'ſt, nor be contronl'd by Fear. 


| 1 7 
Who is it boaſts himſelf the Sire of thee? 


Declare the Truth, and nought but Truth fo me. 


If thou to Friendſhip's holy Ties art bent, 
Soon will I bring thee to our Royal Tent, 


| Soon ſhall our honorary Preſents tell 


How much I rev'rence thoſe who merit well: 


I am Phyſgnathni, whoſe boundleſs Sway 
All thoſe that breath within this Lake obey; 


And where Fridanus extends his Shore 


| Hydromeduſs me to Pelens bore, 


Thou too, methinks, art of a Kingly Mien; 


Fair is thy. Form, and beauteous to be ſeen: 


Dauntleſs at Danger in the Field of Death; 


Speak, tell me then from whom thou drew'ſt thy Breath, 


He ceas'd , and ſcornful thus the Moyſe begun; 


Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the Prince that calls me Son! 


Sure not a few of thoſe who dwell below, 


As well as Gods above my Parents know, 


From great Troxartes' gen'rous Loins I came; 
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Troxartes bade Pficharpax be my Name: 
But fair Lichomyle, my Mother, ſprings 
From Prernotroctes, once à King of Kings. 
Nought for their Beſt-belov'd they deem'd too good 
Figs, Nuts, and Sweet · meats were my daily Food, 
But ſince thy Nature differs ſo from mine, 

How can I ever be a Friend of thine ? 

Thou in the Waters, I on Earth muſt live, 

And ſhare with Men what they refuſe to give, 

Mine is their fineſt Bread, their Tarts are mine, 

| eat their Cheeſes, and I drink their Wine; 

In vain from me, conceal'd, their Bacon lies i 

In vain their butter'd Buns and ſugar'd Pies; 

In vain their whiteſt Tripe and honey'd Cake, 

And ev'ry luſcious Bit the $kilful Cook can make. 
Nor am I ſtartled, at its dire Alarms, 

When Batttle bids me ſheath my Limbs in Arms; 
But forth I ruſh, unconſcious then of Fear, / 

And with the foremoſt, flames my ſhining Spear; 
Puſs and the Hawk my Soul alike abhors; 

\gainft our Kind they wage eternal Wars. 
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* BATRACHOMUOMACHI 4: 


With equal Care I fly the Faithleſs Gin, 
That harbours Ruin and Deceit within. 


But more than all the rav'nous Cat I ſhun * 8 


For ſhe purſues me whereſoe'er I run. 


Beſides, the various Roots that nouriſh you 


Who haunt the Stream, can never feed me too, 


\ 


Then with a Smile Phyſignathus reply d; 
Forbear to boaſt with ſuch an Air of Pride; 
We too our Dainties from the Land may rake 


To feaſt a Friend, as well as from the Lake. 


| | This happy Choice our Race receiv'd from Fove, 
| To dwell 1 in Water, or on Earth to rove. : 
But if thy Fanc y lead thee to behold, 

And know the Truth of what thou haſt been told; 
Seize with a firm Embrace my proffer'd Sides, | 
Leſt thou ſhouldſt periſh i in the whelming Tides: 


| . While on theſe Shoulders I thy Weight ſupport, 


God bear thee. through the Stream | in Safety to my Count 


He ceas d; and ſtrait Pficharpax with a Bound 
Leaps © on his Back, and throws his Arms around. 
At firſt with Joy the Neighbouring Banks he view d. 
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And how Phyfignatbus his Way purſu'd: 
But when he felt the Waves with ſecret Dread 
o roar, and foam, and thunder o'er his Head, 


He rent his Hair, and curſt his hapleſs Fate; 
He blam'd his Folly, but alas! too late. 

Cloſe were his Feet contracted to his Breaſt , 
Grief and Deſpair his lab ring Thoughts oppreſt ; 


He ſtrove to ſee the Shore, but ſtrove in vain 
Deeply he ſigh'd; his Sighing told his Pain; 
Help he had none, but what his Tail ſupply'd, 
To ſtem the Fury of the raging Tide; 

That was his Oar, and That he hop'd would ſave 
lis reſcu'd Body from the liquid Grave. 

Nor did he ceaſe to call on Heav'n for Aid; 

lill interrupted by the Flood he ſaid: 

Not thus the Bull in former Ages bore 

His beguteous * Miſtreſs to the Cretan Shore 

As this diſſembling, hateful Frog conveys 

My wretched Weight through the reſounding Seas, 


zult, 


ne 
* * 
.* * 4 - 


Scarce had he ſpoke, a rightful Snake appear'd, 
And o'er the Waves his tow'ring Creſt was rear'd. 
Soon as Phyſignathu; the Monſter ſpy'd, | 

Swift down he ſunk beneath the tumbling Tide; 
Eſcap'd the Death he well deſerv'd to find, 

And unregarded left his Friend behind: 


Meantime the helpleſs Mauſe, deſerted, lay 
Toſt by the Billows on the Watry Way. 
His ſhiv'cing Limbs proclaim his might y Fear, 
To ſee the Fate, he wiſh'd to ſhun, ſo near, 
Now lies he buried jn the liquid Graves, 
Now floats he ſtruggling on the topmoſt Waves, 


At length with various Scenes of Sorrow preſt, 


And much incumber'd by his Hairy Veſt, 
He yields, reluctant, to the Stroke of Death, 
And in theſe Words conſumes his lateſt Breath, 


Think not this impious Deed ſhall always lie 
Conceal'd from righteous Heav'n's bcholding Eye: 
The Gods, Phyſignathus! the Gods will ſhed 
Their direful Vengeance on thy. perjur'd Head, 
An equal Match by Land I was for won. 
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Or thr Battle of h FROGS and MICE, 
tho! thon art more accuſtom'd to the Sea. 

zut know, perfidious Prince! with like Diſdain 
My gallant Friends ſhall ſtretch thee on the plain; 1 | 
Shall doom thy trembling, guilty Shade to dwell 
With thoſe whoſe Puniſhment is deepeſt Hell, 


7 
| 
if 
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Thus having poke, amidſt the Waves he dies, 
And endleſs Slumber ſeals his darken'd Eyes, 
It chanc'd ag near the flow'ry Banks he ſtood, 
lichopina r th! expiring Hero view'd, 
Vith hideous Howling itt he ran to tell 
How loft ehr hae in the Waters fell, 
von as the Mice the dreadful News receiy'd, 
for loſt Pſicharpav ev'ry one was griev'd, 
ait were the Heralds order'd to proclaim, - 
at when the Day ſhould firſt o'er Ocean flame, 
he banded Legions, haſtning, muſt reſort 
ſo the ſad g Monarch's melancholy Court; 
Whoſe Son, far diſtant from the River's Side, 
y floating, breathleſ on the 10 Tide. 


”Y 


e 8 


Now 


Febt all are ſubject to be cruſh'd by Fate. 


8 BATRACHOMUOMACHI4: 
Now ſoon as Morn appear d, the Troops obey, 
And to the Place appointed ſpeed their Way; 
When thus Tro rartes, riſing o'er the reſt; 
With gloomy Looks the liſtning Chiefs addreſt, 


Altho' the Frogs have injur'd me of late, \ 


But ſuch a Loſs what Father ever bore ? 

Three Sons I had, and now they are no more! 
One by the Cat's ſuperior Strength was kill d; 
Another's Blood by Men unpitying ſpill'd, 
As in the treach'rous Trap enſnar'd he lay, 

|. And to the curſt Invention fell a Prey. 

| Pſcharpas laſt (by me diſtinguiſh'd more 

Than all the Children e'er I had before, 

And by his Mother through the World re nown'd) 
In che wild Deep Phyſignathus hath drown'd. | 
Come then, my Friends, the hoſtile Race invade, 
And let your Limbs in Armor be array'd, 


. Thus he: His Speech each gen rous Breaſt alarm'd, 
| {And Mar himſelf the hardy Warriors arm d- 


Firll 


'Or he Pattle of 1h+ FROGS and MICE. 


Firſt round their Legs the circling Greaves were dd | 
hich the this Rind of foodful Beans oh Ot 283! 1M] 
| 
bl 


| 


Cat'sSkiv next, with-ourious Labour dreſt, J | 
nd ſtuck with Feathers, ſerv'd to guard the wat. 
bright poliſh'd Bucklers, form'd of lucid Horn, I} \| 
he little Soldiers loaded Hands adorn, 2% nb hank j 
brazen Needle ev 17 Hero bore, „ | | 


nd ev'ry Heal a hollow Nut- hell wore, 2720 of 
uch were the Mice! $o on the Plain thy e \ 
eathing Revenge and Slaughter, War and Blool) | 


Now when to the proud Frogs the Tidings came, 
hey all with ea ger Haſte forſook the stream; "4 
ind to one Place retiring ſought to know | 
now they ne beſt A de ch impending Blow. 72 
But while they fate, a with Surprize, I :- 5 | 
Ind wondring whence this Tumult ſhould ariſe, 

Full in their View Embaſichytros Rands, 271 

he glitt'ring Scepter grac'd his holy Hands? 

And thus the Chief, ſecure from hoſtile Harms, 


4 wites em forth to prove their Strength 1a Arms. 
: 92 


d, 


% BAUTRACHOMUOMACHI4: 
| | 
To what t he Mice propoſe, ye Frogs! attend 
And hear the Meſſage which by me they ſend; 


They, to revenge Pſicharpax, whom your Lord 
FiDrown'd in the Deep, regardleſs of his Word, 

| [Defy th' aſſembled Forces you can boaſt, 
And dare the nobleſt of your armed Hoſt, 


He ceas'd, and frowning from the Place retir'd; 

His threatning Speech the liſtning Audience fir'd; 
At length, with Words like theſe the * Monarch roſe 
| | To huſh their Murmurs, and their Wrath compoſe, 


5 Friends not to me Pſe har par ows his Death, 
ö | Nor did I ſee him lab'ring out his Breath, 

{ Like us to paſs the Stream the Hero try'd, 

And for his Boldneſs in the Stream he dy'd, 
Yet theſe aloud for Vengeance call, and bring 


Their impious Arms againſt your blameleſs King, 
Rouſe then, ye Warriors! all your Thoughts employ, 
| To combat, cohquer, and.the Race deſtroy, 
But firſt to what I counſel lend an Ear; 
Let all our Legions on the Banks appear 


* | Neben, 


—— — — — 
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umd for the Fight, that when their Troops prepare | \ 
With eager Fury to commence the War, | | 
| 
| 


it 


Each Chief, ſecure, may ſeize his neareſt Foe, 
And hurl him backwards to the Lake below, 
80 ſhall their treach'rous Armies ſoon be ſlain, 


Unskill'd by ſwimining how the Shore to gain; | | 
| 


While we victorious raiſe our Trophies on the Plain, 


He ſaid In Arms their Limbs the Chiefs infold, 1 
And the broad Mullows on their Legs are roll'd; . 
Wide verdant Beets a fenceful Breaſt-plate yield, 
And Leafs of Colworts form their eaſy Shield: 

A pointed Bulruſh ev'ry Hero bears, 
And ev'ry Head a ſhelly Helmet wears, 
Thus on the Banks the fearleſs Squadrons ſtand, 


Their Javelins brandiſh, and the Fight demand, 


Now thundring Fove bids ev'ry Pow'r reſort 

To the bright Manſions of his ſtarry Court ; 

From thence they view'd with Pleaſure mix'd with Pain 
The ſhining Hoſts advancing oer the Plain: 

In dreadful Pomp each Warrior march'd along, 

Fierce ny the Centuurs, as the Giants ſtrong, 9 
8 B 2 | Whoſe It 


* BATRACHOMUOMACH1 4: 
| Whals daring wi by wild Ambition drivin, 


| Kent up the Hills, and lifted Furth to Heav'n, 
41 length, the Sov'reign Father ſmiling ſuid, 

| To whom, ye Gods! will you vouchſafe yur Aid! 
Then thus to Pallas, wile above the reſt, 


The gracious Being theſe few Words addreſt, | 


Daughter! to help the Mice doſt thou deſign, 
Bince they for ever haunt thy holy Shrine, 


Pleas d with the grateful Scents that conſtant riſe 
From thy frequented Altar to the Skies? 


He ceas d; and this Reply the Goddeſs gave: 
Never ſhall Pallas lift her Arm to ſave 
Th' injurious Race that impudently dare. 


: j To vex my Quiet, and augment my Care; 
That ſtill to ſpoil my Flow'ry Chaplets ſtrive, 
| Andof their Oil the ſacred Lamps deprive. 
Gnaw'd is my Veil (and-this afflicts me more 
han all I ſuffer'd from the Thieves before) 


With matchleſs Skill, and ſpeak the Hand divine, 


That Veil, wrought byaapſelf! which ſeem'd to ſhine 
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Or the Battle of the FROGS and MICE, 


Nor ſhall the Frogs by me be rais'd to Fame, 
Since they, when'from the Field of Blood I came, 
Spent by long Labours, by long Toils oppreſt, 
(Fools as they were! ) preſum'd to break my Reſt, 
With aking Head and ſleepleſs Eyes I lay, 

Till the loud Cock proclaim'd the dawning Day. 
Ceaſe then, ye Gods! to aid the warring Bands, 
Leſt ye ſhould feel the Force of mortal Hands, 
Be Heavn the Seat of our Abode To- day, 


pleas d to look down from hence, and view the horrid Fray. 


$o ſpake the Goddeſs : All the Pow'rs approv'd, 
And to one Place with one Conſent they mov'd:; 
While the loud Hornets, iſſuing forth in Sight, 


To either Hoſt proclaim'd th' approaching Fight; 
Their breathing Trumpets rattled through the Sky, 
And Jove in Thunder told the War was nigh, 


By brave Hpſiboas firſt Lichenor dies; 

he pointed Javelin through his Navel flies; 
one finks the breathleſs Body on the Plain, 
ind Duſt and Gore the beautecus Hairs diſtain. 


ſhine 


1% BATRACHOMUOMACHI 4: 


| Great Pelion next, as o'er the Field he rag'd, 

| Troglodytes, victorious Chief! engag'd : | 

* in the Frog his Spear a Paſſage found, 

And the warm Soul came ruſhing through the Wound: 
Pierc'd i in the Heart Embaſichitros lies 

By bold Sentlaus,  Poliphonus dies | 

To ſtern Artophagus his Death he owes; 
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11 The Warrior falls, away the Spirit goes. 


Limnocharis, who heard his Friend's laſt Groan, 


. Hur} d at Troglodytes a weighty Stone; 


ext on 


1 icho pin 
| Full on the Middle of his Neck it rung, raſſoph, 

; And ſudden Darkneſs o'er his Eye balls hung - rſt by 
| At him his Javelin ſtrong Lichenor ſent, kentin 


Th unerring Weapon through his Liver went. weng' 


Crambopbagut, aſtoniſh'd, leaves the Plain, bl in 7 


And to the River flies, but flies in vain, ut rent 


| Ev'n there the Chief purſud him, there he dy d] fre his 
| The ſanguine (. unt ſtain'd the Silver Tide: i airy 6 
" His mangled Carcaſs, dawb'd with filthy Gore, bbate: x 

And his hot Entrails ſmoke upon the Shore. Id furioi 
| Next him to Fate Tyroglyphus ſucceeds 1 It at th 
| The hoary Hero by Limnifu; bleeds, juſt, it 


Or the Battle of be FROGS and MICE, 17 
put Calaminthins, ſmit with ſecret Dread, 
rom proud Pſernoglyphus ignobly fled z | 

Yis unavailing Buckler thrown aſide, 

nd trembling div'd beneath the friendly Tide. 
; qdrocharis a rocky Fragment flung, - 


That on Pſernophagus's Forehead rung; if 

orth from his Noſtrils flow'd the guſhing Brains; 37'! .. 1 G6 LIM 

he red Effuſion ſprinkled all the Plains. © 14" 

ext on the Banks Borborocates dies br 

ihopinax in Slumber ſeals his Eyes. 

Mſſophagus ChiſſodioFes takes 

ft by the Foot, and drowns him in the Lakes, 

kantime Pficharpar, touch'd with gen'rous Woe, 

ereng'd his loſt Companions on the Foe, 

in Plau Belly lodg'd his Dart, 

ut rent the Liver, and transfix'd the Heart; 

fore his Feet the wounded Warrior fell; | 

| airy Shadow ſought the Realms of Hell, 

lobate; ran haſtning to the Flood, | f 

id furious fill d his daring Hand with Mud 

Iſt at the Mouſe the ſlimy Vengeance flies _ 
juſt, it almoſt plaiſters up his Eyes, 


16 BATRACHOMUOMACHI 1: 


( 
Down ſtoops the Chief to Earth, and from below But 
Lifte a large Stone, and drives it at the Foe, And 


The pondrous Ruin, faithſul to ite Truſt, The 
| Broke his Rigltleg, and firetch'd him in the Duſt. usr: 
The Victor now Craugaſidet defſes; 
And lo! beneath his Arm the Victor dies; 

His inmoſt Belly feels the fatal Wound; 

His ruſhing Bowels tumble to the Ground. 
Sitophagn: confounded at the Sight, 

Receded limping from the glorious Fight; 

|} Oppreſt with Grief, and wrapt in deep Deſpair, 
ö He ſought the ſecret Ditch, and trembled there, 


| 


| 
| 
| 


But pow the greut Phyſignathus appear d; 
Back o Mice, and own'd how much they fear'd, 
|} Trorarte: only ſtood the doubtful Chance, 
And eager at his Foe diſmiſy'd the vengeful Lance, 
Pain'd with the Stroke the vig'rous Hero gave, 
Sudden the Frog deſcends into the Wave, 
Troxartes ſtill purſu'd him through the Flood, 
Wild with Revenge impatient for his Blood; 


| 
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* 


I But haſty to his Aid Praſſaus ſprung, 

And his ſharp Bulruſh at the Warrior flung: 
The harmleſs Weapon hiſs'd along the Field, | | 
Nor touch d the Chief, nor pierc'd his fenceful Shield. | 


* 


Among the Mice a Youth there was renown'd | 
beyond the reſt, with Strength and Valour crown'd ; 


Irrom good Artepibulus' Loins he came, 


And Meridarpax was the Hero's Name, 


Tow'ring in Arms this ſprightly Warrior ſhone, 
proud of his Might, exulting, and alone 

Where the red Stream with Blood was ſeen to flow, 
and threaten'd ſingly to deſtroy the Foe, 

Now had he finiſh'd all his Rage deſign'd; 

(For great his Strength, anconquer'd was his Mind) 


but partial Fove with pitying Eyes ſurvey'd 
The croaking Race, and to th' Immortals ſaid, 


Surely, ye Gods! of all yon dauntleſs Hoſt 


breat Meridarpax moves our Wonder moſt ; 

Vith matchleſs Might he vows to range the Field, 

Bu lad ey'ry Foe to matchleſ Might miſt yield; 
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In BUTRICHOMUOMACHI 4: 
| Let therefore Pallag join d with Mar deſcend 
| To check his Fury, and the Frogs defend, 
80 ſpake the Pow'r who ſhakes the boundleſs Skies; 


| | Thoſe Thunders whoſe refiſtleſi Rage o'erthrew 
| Enceladns and all his ghaſtly Crew, 


| Darts the bright Terrors through the burning sky! 
| Leap the red Bolts, impetuous, | from his Handy 
1 Olympus ſhakes, both Armies trembling ſtand, 

1 Yet till the Mice their Enemies purſu'd, 

l | And doom'ld to certain Death the croaking Brood: 


And the ſtern God of Battle thus replies: 


Vain will be Palla“, and our Arm as vain 
To ſave the Frogs, and drive him from the Plain. 
Let all go down his Vengeance to controul, - 
Or bid thy Thunders eruſh his daring Soul, 


He ceas'd z and ſtrait th' Eternal from on high 


| But fav ring Jove, their Ruin to prevent, 
A rightful Troop to their Auf gane ſent. 


„ {os 
© Pour'd from the neighb'ring Strand, deform'd to View, 


, « They march, a ſudden * Crew! 


ew, 


'Or the Battle of the FROGS and MICE, * 


s Strong Suits of Armor round the Bodies cloſe, 

© Which like thick Anvils, blunt the Force of Blows 1 
In wheeling Marches turn'd oblique they go; | 
Wich Harpy-claws their Limbs divide below 
Fell Sheers the Paſſage to their Mouth command | 
From out the Fleſh their Bones by Nature ſtand; 
Broad ſpread their Backs, their ſhining Shoulders riſes 
' Unnumber'd Joints diſtert their lengthen'd Thighs 1 

' With nervous Cords their Hands are firmly brac'd, 

| Their round black Eye-balls in their Boſom plac'd; 
On eight long Feet the wondrom Warriors tread , 
And either End alike ſupplies a Head, 

Io call theſe Crabs the Wits of Earth agree; 

' The Gods have other Names for Things than we.“ 


Now tow'rds the Mice th approaching Bands advance, 
And bend or break th' unprofitable Lance, 
Next on their Hands the Monſters ſeize, nor fail 
From the torn Body to divide the Tail, 4 
At length, unequal to ſuſtain the Fight, 
They ſought for Safety by inglorious Flight, 


The Lines mark d with the Comma't are te late My, Arch deen Paus 't 
4 | | Mean 
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Mean Time the dun departed from our View, 
And the War ended as his Rays withdrew, 


1 
. 
| F 
- 


TH Here drawn at length by Kneller's Hands 


The EDX... 


ROM fewning Crouds, and Noiſe and Strife, 


To rural Eaſe, and private Life, 


4 $ 


You, Madam, with the Spring remove 
And who can blame what you approve? 
| Gay as the Seaſon of the Year 

| Does the delightful t Place appear 
And Art and Nature jointly meet 


To make it, as it is, compleat. 


The Majeſty of Britain ſtands, INC, 
| In thut Apartment, dreſt for War, 

Terribly ſhines the fierce Bavar, 

| ; 1 Charberough, in Dort- Me, 


Aloft, by Thornbill's wondrous Skill, 
On fabled Ida's fruitful Hill, | 
The Phrygian Shepherd fits to keep 

His dear Oenone' » harmleſs Sheep, 
Imperial Juno from above, 

And chaſte Minerva, born of Jove, 


With wanton Beauty's ſofter Queen e 


Deſcend and tread the flow'ry Green. 
Each wou'd the glitt'ring Apple claim 


And unreſtrain'd by Fear or Shame 


dwitt to the Youth they ſpeed their Way, 
Aud ev'ry hidden Charm diſplay, 
He hears the Promiſes they make; 
But ſoon for Love and Hellen's Sako 
The golden Prize to Vern! gives, 
And in his Father's Palace lives, | 
Not long to Qyeece the Hero flies, : 
And meets the Fair with luſtſul Eyes . 
She liſtens to the blooming Boy, 
And with him ſeeks his boaſted Troy, 
lere breathing Statues, graceful, ſtand 
al praiſe the Workman's forming Hand: 


Or the Battle of the FROGS and MICE. 


— 


|] Whenc'er his conqu' ring Troops drew near, 
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There taller Trees, triumphant, riſe = 1 
In beauteous Order to the Skies 
And ſpread, with annual Verdure crown'd, - 7 
Their venerable Shades around. 
Hither the $Chief (whoſe deathleſs Name 
Shall live in Verſe, and gfow in Fame) 
From publick View in Peace retir'd, 
Nor popular Applauſe deſir'd. | 
Taught by his righteous Sword to yield, 
The daring Spaniard left the Field; 

And Gallic Lewis ſhook with Fear, 


But now no more with hoſtile Blood 

He drowns the Plain, or ſwells the Flood ; 
Deep in the Duſt the Warrior lies; 

For ever loſt to mortal Eyes! 


bo 


Watch then the Tomb, and o'er it weep, 
In which his awful Aſhes ſleep, 
And teach your Children to admire, 
And emulate their martial hire. 


+ The late General Earle; 


Or the Battle of be FROGS and MICE, 3 
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S UPPLICATION 
FOR "17 "FM 
The L A D W—— | 


I. 
ORD of the World, whoſe Pow'r is known 
Through Heav'n and Earth, and Air and Sea 
Look dow with Pity from thy Throne, : 
And hear the Vows we make to thee , 


n. 4 


reſerve the Dame for whom we mourn, 


For whom we ſhed theſe tender Tears; 
)! let her wonted Strength return, 
And with her Strength increaſe her Years, 
Vi 
el proſtrate on the Couch ſhe lies; 


Around the pious Poor complain 
r what to her thy Hand ſupplies, 
To them ſhe freely gives again, 


$U3 
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If therefore me ſhould yield her Breath, BY 
| | How will the pious Poor lament? .. | | Wo! 
il | And ftill be poorer by the Death An 
| | Of her who did their Wants prevent, Fly 
| 1 — V An 
Spare then her Life; *tis all we ask; 'Thi 
Vor ſuffer Fate to ſtrike her now; has 
I Twill be for us too hard a Task The 

To live without her here below, | Te Ane 
| | Ah « 
rarer rarrgrrr . 

W \ air 

| For | 

Thomas Ridge Ely: 'h 
W HILE you alike from Books and Friends retire ous 

And mourn loan _ Doty o'er your Sire; * 

| We at this 2 Sir! confeſs four Grief, The | 
And think it all in vain to ſeek Relief. nue 


| ö No more the careful Pilot's skilful Hands 
Direct our Ships to viſit other Lands; 


* 


Or the Battle of th F ROS and MI E. af 
> 
For her lov'd Spouſe the Wife no longer fears; 


Thou and thy Father claim her tend'reſt Tears, 
Our hardy Youths, who lately ſcorn'd the Shore, 
And dauntleſs heard the threatning Tempeſt roar , 


Fly from the well-known Dangers of the Sea, 

And learn with one Conſent to grieve like thee, 
Thee! and thy mournful Mother! how ſhe ſtands ! 
Aud beats her Breaſt ! and wrings her aged Hands! 
Then her warm Lips to his cold Cheek applies, 


And baths it with the Drops that trickle from her Eyes! 


Ah ceaſe, unhappy! ceaſe thy Tears to ſhed; 
l Tis not in thee to move the ſtubborn dead: 

Vain are thy Vows, and fruitleſs is thy Pray'r, 

For nnembody'd Spirits flit in Air. 2 
| She too who glitt'ring with unrival'd Charms, 


| Receiv'd the gen'rous f Hirvey in her Arms, 
retire 


a Now ſhuns her Lord, decliges his fond Embrace, 
ire; H And keeps conceal'd the Beauties of her Face, 
The ſparkling Diamond, in the Ring diſl play'd, 


Tu' embroider'd Mantle, and the rich Brocade 


* Miſs Ridge. ? Son to e Buil of Byiftl. 
D 


Delight 


b 


4 
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Delight no more; no more her Mind inſpire 

With pleaſing Hopes, guy Thoughts, and young Delle; 
All only ſerve to aggravate her Woe z T 


And deeper in her Heart deſcends the Blow, 8 
Be thou then kind and good, nor ever ceaſe 
Thy pious Labourgill thou bring them Eaſe; 
And let thy Mother and thy Siſter ſee 


A Huſband and a Father ſtill in thee; "a 
80 ſhall the Muſe rejoice to ſing thy Praiſe, ho 
: ; A 
And make thy Deed the Subject of her Lays, Bis 
In 
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Man that is born of a Woman, &. 


f 1 0 . 
3 
\ 'T 
. 
* 


W OW ſhort, how narrow is the Span! 
H How few the Years allow'd to Man! 
And ev'n in thoſe few Years he feels, | 
Ang grogng beneath a thouſand Ills, 


| IL 
ne: A, ſprings the Flow'r in ſome gay Mead, 
Then ſudden hangs its drooping Head: 
80 does our boaſted Strength decay, 


And like the Shadow fly away? 


III. 
For ev'ry Moment that we breathe, 
Tis haſtning to the Gates of Death 1 
And who can needful Help afford 
In that ſad Hour, but thou, O Lok p: 


IV. 
Conſcious of Guilt to thee we cry, 
And raiſe the Hand, and lift the Eye; 
Let ſure our Sins may juſtly move 
Thine Anger rather than thy Love: 


V. 
But, O moſt holy! moſt ador'd / 
Superior King! Almighty Lord ! 
Have Mercy when we yield our Breath, 
Nor doom us to eternal Death. 


3 


Or the Battle of the FROGS and MICE, 
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bl 


VI. 


ze Secrets of our Hearts are known' 
To thee, O Gop! and thee alone: 


Be gracious then, and let us find 


Thee ever Good, and ever Kind. 


„ *& 
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